this one's on me by ASkyOfKai 


Series: Stoncy Week 2021 [1] 

Category: Stranger Things (TV 2016) 

Genre: Hurt/Comfort, Multi, Post-Canon, Protective Steve 
Harrington, Rated T for language, Stoncy Week 2021, as usual, steve 
gets hurt, this boy cannot keep himself in good condition i swear 
Language: English 

Characters: Dustin Henderson, Eleven | Jane Hopper, Jonathan 
Byers, Lucas Sinclair, Maxine "Max" Mayfield, Mike Wheeler, Nancy 
Wheeler, Steve Harrington 

Relationships: Jonathan Byers/Steve Harrington/Nancy Wheeler 
Status: Completed 

Published: 2021-07-11 

Updated: 2021-07-11 

Packaged: 2022-03-31 11:22:24 

Rating: Teen And Up Audiences 

Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings 

Chapters: 1 

Words: 1,449 

Publisher: archiveofourown.org 

Summary: 


“Huh,” Steve said, looking down at the spike lodged in his arm, the 
tip just barely coming out the other side. “That’s not good.” 


this one's on me 


Author's Note: 
Day 1: You took a bullet for me 


Bullet, spikes from an eldritch abomination. Toh- 
may-toe, tah-mah-toe. It's close enough. 

Starting off the week strong with a short, basic hurt/ 
comfort trope. I’m not entirely happy with this one, I 
feel like it could be better, but it’s a good start. I 
hope y’all like it! 


The woods were dark. 


Some new, unfathomable thing had emerged from the Upside Down 
—something with a lot of eyes that the kids had taken to calling the 
Beholder—and here they were once again, fighting evil with nothing 
but a couple guns, makeshift weapons, and Eleven’s supernatural 
powers. 


Steve was getting a bit sick of monster fighting. It’s not that he didn’t 
want to save the world, he just wished that for once, they could all 
have a normal November that did not involve running through the 
woods at midnight trying not to die. Governmental experiments gone 
wrong be damned, he wanted to live to see his 21st birthday. 


He was crouched behind a tree, clutching his nail bat, Max and Lucas 
at his side. Jonathan had Dustin and El a few feet away, and last he’d 
checked, Mike and Will were with Nancy and Robin. Blood dripped 
down El’s face as she tracked the creature, her powers taking 
significantly more effort since she’d defeated the Mind Flayer last 
year. The radio Steve had been using to keep in contact with Hopper 
was quiet, and Steve hoped the man would make it before El 
overexerted herself again. Joyce had broken him out of custody in 
Chicago a few hours ago and they were on their way now. 


A lot had happened in the last 6 months. The Byers had moved to 
California, then back to Hawkins. Hopper had been dead, then alive, 
then been held by the Russian government, then been returned to the 


States when their latest Upside Down experiment got released into 
Hawkins. Steve had been employed, then the Beholder smashed the 
video store and maybe killed Keith. He and Robin weren’t sure if 
their manager had been on shift at the time and in the 3 hours since 
then, they’d been more concerned with keeping themselves alive than 
looking for him. 


As it stood, they were hiding in the woods, waiting for El to figure 
out where the Beholder was now so they could go kill it. 


“Got it,” El said, breaking the silence. Steve crawled over, motioning 
for Max and Lucas to follow. “It’s coming here.” 


“Great,” Steve said, pulling his sleeve over his hand and wiping off 
El’s face. “That’s real great. We got an ETA for it?” 


“Soon,” El said, shrugging helplessly. 
“Okay.” Jonathan nodded and looked at Steve. “What’s our plan?” 
“Fuck if I know,” Steve muttered. “Where’s Nance and Robin?” 


“Over here!” A voice called softly from a tree about 10 feet away. 
Nancy leaned out from behind it, waving at them. “We’ll come to you 


guys.” 


“Okay, here’s the plan,” Steve said, speaking just loud enough for 
them to hear as they crawled over. “We stick together and hit it with 
everything we’ve got. El, I don’t want you hurting yourself. Do what 
you can but if you’re at your limit, don’t push it. Let’s hope bullets 
can take this thing down.” 


“They haven’t in the past,” Will said softly. Steve swallowed hard and 
tried not to let his fear show on his face. The kids needed a strong 
leader, one who knew what they were doing. With Hopper and Joyce 
out of the picture for a bit longer, he was the one who needed to step 


up. 


“Were not going to think like that,” Steve said. He adjusted his grip 
on the bat. “We’ve killed these SOBs before and we’ll do it again.” 


The uncertainty on the kids’ faces made him want to scream. They 


were fourteen. The biggest thing on their minds should be the big 
math test right before Thanksgiving break, not whether they’d 
survive the night or not. 


“No more of this sad shit!” Dustin exclaimed suddenly, standing up. 
“We’re going to show this motherfucker that the Upside Down can’t 
mess with Hawkins, okay? Now get up off your asses and let’s fight 
this thing!” 


“Language,” Steve muttered as he stood, a grin stretching across his 
face. “Dustin’s right. Let’s do this.” 


“Tt’s close,” El and Will said in sync. It scared the crap out of Steve 
every time they did something like that. 


“Alright,” Jonathan said, clapping Will on the shoulder. “Let’s do 
this.” 


Steve brushed his hands against Nancy and Jonathon’s as they got 
into battle positions. He didn’t want to scare them or the kids with 
full on goodbye kisses, but God forbid someone not make it out this 
time, he couldn’t go into it without doing something. Nancy grabbed 
his hand and squeezed it once. Jonathan dropped a light kiss on his 
shoulder. Steve ached for them to come back as they stepped away, 
readying their guns. 


A sudden crashing through the trees prevented that. Steve braced 
himself. 


The Beholder came into view, a dark shape against the dark night. A 
thousand eyes gleamed in the moonlight as shots fired. It was barely 
deterred, advancing quickly, and Steve held up his bat as it 
approached. 


“NO!” El screamed. “Everyone, down!” 


The reason for her scream was made apparent as the creature’s spine 
raised, the spikes there rattling. One shot off, missing Max by a 
millimeter as she hit the ground. Out of the corner of his eye, Steve 
saw Nancy walk forward, raising her gun again. 


His heart nearly stopped. 


A volley of spikes launched around him as he raced towards her and 
pounced, pulling her to the ground as she let off a round of bullets. 
Pain lanced through him. 


“Steve!” She shouted as they fell to the dirt, the Beholder letting out 
an unearthly screech. 


“Huh,” Steve said, looking down at the spike lodged in his arm, the 
tip just barely coming out the other side. “That’s not good.” 


Darkness crowded his vision as he blacked out. 


Steve would like it noted that injury induced nightmares caused by a 
being from another dimension were not fun. Flashes of pain and 
screaming, a dark dimension filled with death. Places he’d never 
want to imagine and horrors beyond the mind’s ability. 


He woke slowly, feeling like his head had been stuffed with cotton. 
His arm ached, a deep burning in it as he tried to curl his fingers. 


“Hey, hey, take it easy.” A soft voice spoke above him, fingers 
trailing over his forehead. Steve pried his eyes open, groaning at the 
bright light. 


“Where’m I?” He mumbled, focusing on Jonathan’s face. 
“We’re at Nancy’s. It was closer than my house.” 


“Nancy!” Steve sat up, pain shooting through him. He collapsed back 
on the couch. “Oh fuck, bad idea. Where’s Nancy?” 


“She’s okay,” Jonathan said, shushing him. “You need to relax. There 
was venom of some kind in those spikes. El pulled it out of you and 
Lucas, but you'll be feeling it for a while.” 


“Lucas?” Steve pulled himself up slower. If one of the kids was 
injured, he needed to help. 


“Oh no you don’t,” Jonathan said, throwing an arm out as he 
attempted to stand. “You’re staying here for the next few hours. 
Lucas is also fine, he woke up earlier. He barely got pricked, you got 
a spike through your arm.” 


Steve groaned and sat back, glaring at Jonathan. “Did you guys at 
least kill it?” 


“El took out the spike launchers and Nancy nailed it with her gun.” 


“Good, good.” Steve gently pressed on the area around the bandage. 
It was sore and there were bruises peeking out from under the white 
wrappings. “Is she around?” 


“Yea, one second.” Jonathan stood and cupped his hands around his 
mouth. “Nance! Steve’s awake!” 


The thundering sounds of running footsteps sounded above his head 
and Nancy appeared on the stairs, racing down them. She ran into 
the living room, falling to the floor next to Steve’s couch and hugging 
him tightly, muttering about how much of an idiot he was and how 
he was to never do anything like that again. 


“Hey, Pm okay.” Steve hugged her back as best he could with the one 
arm, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “I’m okay.” 


“T love you,” Nancy said, pulling away. “I don’t say it enough. I love 
you, Steve, which means you’re not allowed to leave us, okay? Not 
like that.” 


“T love you too,” Steve said, grabbing Jonathan’s hand and smiling at 
Nancy. “Both of you. I promise not to do stupid things in the future.” 


“Pm holding you to that,” Jonathan said, a small smile spreading 
across his face. Steve made a face, drawing a laugh from Nancy. His 
penchant for doing stupid things was well known, and they all knew 
the grace period wouldn’t last long. Steve looked down at their 
interlocked hands, settling back into the couch. 


He’d try. For them. 


